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Select Poetry.

In the Right be Strong.
Go boldly fortlf,ad fear no ill,

hen herce oppressors rise ;

Let mental strength, abounding still,
Sueb puny foes despise.

Though stung with many a bitter word
And persecuted long,

Yet let tbom pass as if unheard,
And in the right be strong !

The noblest causes ever known
Have met with scoff and jeer

The brave, though journey ink alone,
Should never, yield to fear !

Go onward up the rugged steep,
Beyond the lagging thronjj

weary,
No dutv leave undone .

Soon will oppressoxMi fb bless
. The deeds thy "daring won.

The. strife once over, then will earth
Send forth her sweetest song,

To laud and bless the noble worth
That in the right was strong !

Have faith have courage never fear,
The promise is in sight;

The lamp of Truth is shining clear,
To banish Error's right.

Though trials gather thick and fast,
And all the world be wrong,

OnwaYd, still onward to the last,
And in the right be strong !

Select Miscellany.

Beloved, Betrothed, Betrayed.
"Come, Charles, if you design giving

me an introduction to Miss Ley a re this
evening, I want you to do so quickly.
This thing of making the acquaintance
f one who possesses so much of that

leiutyof character, so well calculated
to adorn a woman, as you represent this

1 look m rather as embarrass-
ing. Ouc so rough and unhewn in his
manners as myself, will hardly prove an
interesting associate. But as you have
promised Irer and myself that we should
become known to each other, let us at-

tend to it."
Stop, stop, Harry,"' replied the one

he addressed. "I will go cheerfully, and
will go now, siucc you seem front your
ton versa t ion. to he forming a resolution
uot to go. One word, however, in re
gard to Miss I.cgarc. As I have before
told you. she is handsome, intelligent
and accomplished. She possessed a dis-

position, which 1 know you will concur
with me in saying, is amiable, when
once you see her. As for yourself you
need not be uneasy in regard to that, I
have already revealed to .Miss Legate
who vou are ami what you are. How-
ever, that is neither here Dor there; so
come along and you shall sec her."

And away they went. Taking ad-

vantage of their absence, gentle reader,
we will take the liberty of learning
something of the character so uncere-
moniously iutrodu; cd to you.

Charles Clarence, then, was a young
man of rare endowments. He possess-
ed a mind fully competent to embrace
within its scope the lUObt intricate sub-
jects. His father being possessed of a

liberal fortune, was not sparing in his
efforts to enrich Charles' mind with
learning. He was accordingly sent to
one of the first colleges, where, after
years of toil and study, he had received
a diploma, and returned to his home for
the purpose of entering spoil the prac-
tice of medicine.

Harry Huger, although of fine and
well cultivated mind, of noble and gen-

erous disposition, did not possess those
peruuiary advantages with which his
friend was blessed. He was of poor
parentage, and his education was neces-
sarily limited. His father had placed
in his hands a good trade, which in its
proper use, promised Harry a fortune.
Ho had, indeed, commenced business,
aud his prepossessing manner and gen-
tleness of disposition soon brought to
his side a host of friends. Harry lived
a day's journey from the spot where
our story begins, and which was, in fact,
the residence of Charles. He was call-
ed thrice to visit an aunt, and soon "be-

came acquainted with Charles. It was
not long after these two spirits met, that
a friendship, firm and lasting, was form-
ed. The place in which these persons
were introduced to the reader was at
the office of Charles, in a beautiful lit-

tle village, situated upou the margin of
the Shenandoah, which winds its

the Valley of Virginia. In
the course of their conversation, Charles
had frequently spoken to Harry of a
young lady of his acquaintance, and f-

inally determined to give him an intro-
duction to her.

Having thus briefly described our he-

ro, and the location of the events we
design relating, we go on to finish our
story. Harry was introduced to Miss
Legare; and soon, almost impercepti-
bly to himself, was the silken cord en-
twined around his heart. In short, he
found, as he said himself, "she was all
his fancy had painted her." He was
not slow to reveal to her his emotions,
for he was ardent in his temperament,
aud was happy to learn from herself
that this regard was reciprocated. It is
needless to traverse the pathway that
every lover was trod before he reaches
the fatal point where the fatal question

is propounded and the assent given. It
is enough to say thatliroposcd and
was accepted. DcdflRbeyond the
time he had allottedflfanWf, he set out
at last, happy to beficve that he had
wooed and won just such a lady as was!
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And now, reader, allow us to take ad-

vantage of the absence of our hero
again aud preseut to your view, anoth-
er r in the scene we are describing,
llichard Claxton was bold, impetuous
and unrestrained in his disposition.
Although there was much in him to ad-

mire, yet he had failed to nourish the
best traits of the heart and fed those
which rendered him less prepossessing.
For years he v?i indnby.i it.vm.
t

led to m?f bis love, and
learned that she could not, did uot love
him, he gave way to the violence of his
rage, and resolved in his heart, that if
she would not be his, she should not be
another's. He was an observer of eve-

ry eveut in which Ellen was concerned,
and it was not long ere he ascertained
that Harry Huger and Elian were be-

trothed. How to defeat their union be-

came the burden of his studies.
Harry Huger had been at home but a

short time, when, as he promised her on
bidding her adieu, he wrote to Ellen.
Oh, how much pleasure did he antici- -

'

pate in the perusal of her answer. A
month had elapsed, and he had as yet
received no response. Fearing that pos- - j

sibly his letter might have been miscar-
ried, he wrote again, pressing her at the
same time, tc give him an immediate an- -

swer. But again he was doomed to dis-

appointment. Weeks passed, and no
answer come. The feelings of Harry
may better be imagined than described,
as thus his bo.iom was wounded repeat-
edly by these disappoint incuts. What
were tlie emotions of Miss Legare?
Had she indeed learned so soon to shake
off all kind remembrances of Harry?
Had she so soon repented of her sol-

emn vow to be his? No. no: If Har-
ry was unhappy at the saddening ap-

pearance of things, she was thrice un-
happy at his neglect in not writing to
her sooner. In heart she wondered
why Harry had not written to her, and
she was sad, and the more so. on ac-

count of a rumor, which Richard Clax-to-

had communicated to her, that Har-
ry was encaged to be married to a ladv
of his own village. lint she hoped on
determined not to harbor a thought o
his inconstancy. Weeks wore away, and
soon the eye of the fond parents detect
cd the fact that sorrow had seated itself
upon her brow. With honest heart she
told them all conjurins. them, at ihe
same time, not to reproach Harry. But.
they knew less of him than she. and her
father became angry. Little did they
dream that the cause of their child's
sorrow was larking in the midst, in the
form of Richard Claxton. It was nev-

ertheless true. He had. himself, inter-
cepted Harry's letters to Ellen.

Sick at heart, an.I wearied with disap
pointment. Harry determined to visit
Ellen, and learn from her own lips the
cause of her strange conduct. It would
be difficult to describe the thousand and
one etr.otiniis which, like lightning.
Hashed across the mind of Harry, as he
wended his way to the place he had re-

cently left happy. Often would he!
catch the tears trickling down bis check,
as he trod along; but mustering hismor il
powers, be would resolve not to be so
maidenly. It was near the close of the'
day when he arrived at his destined
point. Hardly waiting to take refresh- -

ments, he hastened to see her to whom
he was betrothed. With a trembling
hand he knocked at the door of thei
house which contained the one he so
much loved; and with an agitated bo-

som he awaited her appearance. A ser-
vant soon presented himself, who. in re-- j

ply to Harry's inquiry, informed him
that Miss Ellen was not at home. For
a moment Harry was staggered he '

thought he would fall: but enlisting all
his energies, he maintained his position.
Hi another moment his back was turn- -

cd upon the mansion of Ellen, while in!
his heart was formed the purpose, which
should serve, canker-wor- like, to cat
up all the enjoyments he had hoped to
find on earth a purpose never again to
see her. So soon as he arrived at the!
hotel, he seated himself and penned the
following note. He did not think him-- !

self rash he felt sure, and the more he
thought of it the more he was convin-- l

ced, that enough had been done to dry-u-

the fountain of affection, which once
run so freely for Ellen Legare :

' . May in. .

Mi. T.epfire: Much a I deprecate intruding
upon your lime ami nt'c::cin, I cannot foreign the
temptation to say to vou, that while you have
found it o easy to perautide youmelf to tritle
with my feeling., and froaiiit die tendered ina-
bilities of aiy nature, I fear a day of retribu-
tion will yet arrive. I release you f n:u your

ft doubtless vou feel yourself absolv-
ed bv vour own conduct. Farewell, forever.

HARRY HUGER."
Ere the rays of the next day's sun il-

lumined the mountain-top- , Harry had
despatched this note to Ellen, and was
on his journey home. It was a dark
hour to Ellen when she received this
note. Sad was her heart indeed. When
first she heard that Harry was ir, town
she was happy, as she anticipated an ex-

planation to his seeming unkindness.
111, indeed, was she prepared to receive
such a letter. When the messenger
handed her the letter, she was playing
careless with Harry's miniature, which
she had constantly carried with her.
since their betrothal. In a moment the
seal was. broken and the content- - read.

For an instant she was blind with an-
guish her bunds fell powerlessly at her
side, and she would have fallen, had uot
her mother caught her in her arms.
And shall we dwell upon the scene pre-
sented here? Shall we describe the in-

expressible agony Ellen endured that
day, as she lay almost unconscious, up-
on her couch ? Oh ! shall we portray
the hearings of her bosom, as it swell-
ed with emotions which threatened to
break her heart? Shall we tell of the
desolation of the once happy heart of
Ellen Legare? Shall we picture the
gloom of her heart as the last ray of
hope fled ? No, ! Let the veil con- -

ceal the scene.
Harry returned fcr fia hoiios-filTed"ncuTe- &

uivcr again to confide ui woman, and
Mr strive to forget, partially at least, one
whom he believed had so basely deceiv-
ed him. That he might better succeed,
he determined to settle up his business,
and leave forever the scenes of his child-
hood.

Time rolled on, and the canker-wor-

was faithful in its workings upon the
lovely Ellen Legare. The deep, untold
anguish of her heart soon imprinted,
in legible characters, upon the form of
that fair girl, the sorrows within. The
rose upon her check had faded the fire
had left her eye the cheerful look
which beamed from her countenance
had fled, and all without that lovely one,
showed plainly the wreck within. None,
save her parents, knew why this change
had taken place in Ellen ; and all but
them supposed it to be the silent work-
ings of disease. Of all this, Harry was
ignorant, for he acted and spoke as
though he never knew her he never
breathed her name.

The summer waned autumn passed
the snows of winter fell and melted,

and spring in her beauty appeared. It
was a calm and pleasant morning in May
that Harry set out, dictated by his
friendship for Charles Clarence, to bid
him adieu, prior to his leaving him, no
more to see him in the flesh. As Har-
ry rode along, he was moved at the songs
of the spring birds as merily they chant-
ed their innocent lays. All, all, thought
he, seems happy, and I am not. Why?
And that single monosylable brought to
his mind the scenes which had been en-
acted upon the very spot he was so soon
again to tread upou. Gladly would he
have turned his horse's head and fore-
gone an adieu to his friends ; but a mon-
itor within whispered to hiui to pro-
ceed.

$ :jc

It was an evening in May. It w.ns a
calm evening not a breeze disturbed
the rich foliage of the trees. Oh ! there
was enough to be seen, above, beneath,
around, to till the heart of the creature
with gratitude, sincere and deep, as he
contemplated the works of the Creator.
The last rays of the setting sun were j

gliding the Western horizon. On such
an evening as we have described, a par- -

ty of some half dozen girls were enter- -

ing a boat to take a pleasure ride upon
the bosom ot the tiieuaiiilui.il.

"I declare, Mary, we should have
brought a beau or two, at least, with us
to row the boat," said one of the party.

"Yes," said another, "I am almost
afraid to go without a gentleman to
guide the boat."

"Fie, lie upon your cowardice, girls,"
replied a bright-eye- d fair one. "a beau
with us to-da- y would only be in the
way. Have I not many a time steered
this little bark? Come, Ellen, get in,
and then merrily o'er the sea shall we
glide, light-hearte- d and free." The one
addressed entered the boat, and being
seated, after a few strokes of the pad-
dle, the light bark was soon in the mid-
dle of the stream.

"There, now, Mary," said one of the
party, "drop your oar and let the boat a
glide itself down the river to town. A
valuable cargo, is it not. to set on shore?
Plenty of customers we shall find ."
She was interrupted in her merry talk
by a shriek at the other end of the bark,
where two of the girls were sitting. On
looking round, the girls had just time
to see the form of one of the party sink
beneath the bosom of the water. Susan
Howard and another were silting to
gethcr engaged in low conversation.

"Ellen, why- - do you seem so very sad
to-da- y ? I know you are gloomy enough;
you have enough to make you sorrow-
ful: but why are you so cheerless to-

day ?" "Susan," replied the other as
she played involuntarily with a minia-
ture which she held in her hand, "Su-
san, it was just two years ago, this even-
ing, when Harry Huger placed this
miniature round my neck. Before an-
other year I believe I shall be no more.
I wish you to put this picture on my
heart, when in my coffin" just then it
slipped through her hands, she grasped
alter it, and in doing so lost her balance,
and was precipitated into the river.

In a moment every one that was in
the boat filled with terror. Mechanical-
ly they all looked towards the bank,
where a single traveler was slowly wend-
ing his way along the road which ran
by the bank of the stream. The girls
would have called to him, but they were
petrified with dismay. It would have
been unnecessary, for the movements of
the traveler evinced that he had wit-

nessed the unhappy accident. It was
the work of a moment, only, for him to
turn his horses head, who at a single
bound placed himself at the margin of
the river. In a moment the rider had
dismounted, and plunged into the wa-

ter, which had closed over the fair form
of the girl, who had only for a moment

ruffled its calmness as she su neath
its broad bosom. A few bouf ought
the travoler to the very spot re the
fair one had fallen; but she not.
He cast his eye up and down tream,
but could seen nothing ot li nd was
about to give her up for lost. n Iile- -

less and unconscious she rosi ;ht
fore him. In an instant tl a'
had the fair charge in his arh :and w:

on bis way to the shore s not1
long until his burden was s uepos- -

ited noon the bank. All party
gathered round the lifely gil ay
unconscious upon the grow
was none ot all that party
thev cast wa

6F r companion. tven tlu
stranger wiped away the tears, which in
floods pouied dowu his cheeks. Susan
Howard was soon seated upon the grass,
and'taking the head of Ellen in her lap,
each one strove to call back the spirit
of their beloved one. She still held in
her grasp the miniature of Harry Hu-
ger. After directing the girls to remain
where they were, the traveler mounted
his steed, and at lightning speed has-

tened for a physician. A few minutes
brought him to the door of Dr. Cla-

rence, to whom he iclated the circum- -

stance, and directed him to his charger,
and hasten to where the drowned ladv
lay.

W hen the doctor arrived he found
the girl still unconscious. After the
application of several restoratives, she
was restored to consciousness. Mount- -

ing the steed, and taking up the burden
before him, be bore her tj her father's.
It was well enough the stranger con-
cealed the accident from all, save the
physician, until Ellen was restored, else
had her parents known it, their agony

it was, the hearts of her fond parents
bled as she was laid upon her couch lit-
tle better than a corpse. She was soon
lulled to sleep by the kind and skillful
treatment of the physician, and when
she awoke next morning, she was able
to unite with her parents in their morn
ing devotion. When that family bowed!
oeioie ine mioue 01 ouu uiai lauruiusr.
more sincere gratitude to their tiod, and
more earnest prayers for the benedic-
tions of Heaven upon the head of him
who rescued Ellen, never arose from hu-

man hearts. After they had ended
breakfast, Mr. Legare said, "Xow that
we have thanked the author ot this mer-
cy, it is our duty next to pay fTie debt
of gratitude we owe to the instrument
of your rescue, Ellen. I will see him."

All the girls o'.' the parly were ac-

cordingly waited upon, and inquired of
as to who the stranger was. None of
them could tell, save tint be was a stran-
ger, that he was as noble in his appear-
ance as he was in his conduct that day.
Mr. Legare went to the hotel, and learn-
ed from the landlord that the traveler
was still there, but owing to indisposi-
tion was confined to his room; and his
directions from the physician were, that
he should remain undisturbed. Mr.
Legare wrote a very kind note to the
stranger, requesting him to call at his
home as soon as he was able, eliciting
from the landlord a promise to accom-
pany him. The stranger sent a note in
reply, stating that he had done nothing!
but h:s duty in saving his daughters
life, and therefore deserved nothing for
it, but should he remain until the suc-
ceeding evening, he might call.

We ask the reader to follow us in his
or her imagination, as we visit another
scene. It is laid in a small, but neat and
comfortable room. Everything about
it depicts comfort and case. The in-

habitants are a young gentleman; who
holds in his hand the bony hand of a
sick young man, who Is stretched upon

couch, and an elderly lady- - who sits
by the pillow, careworn and distressed
in her appearance. They are the phy-
sician, the dying son, and the ever faith-
ful mother. It is a gloomy picture, and
the feeble rays of the candle arc fitly-suite-

to the scene. In answer to the
inquiry of the mother she has just been
told that her son will die in an hour.
But see, he moves he is awake.

"Mother what a dream!" and he
gasped for breath. "I saw oh! God

saw Harry Huger how like a ghost
he looked no, no it was no dream"
and hero he ceased for want of breath.

'I am dying mother, bend your ear
I have bcenasinner (led has forgiven
me I hope but I can't but die yet

no but now I have it bring me my
trunk there now open it'" again his
voice sank to less than a whisper "now
get a little bundle in the corner
wrapped in red paper that is it Doc-

tor if ever you see Harry Huger
give him that or Ellen Legare oh !

how I have injured them! Heaven"
he spoke no more, his voice was hushed
in death.

After calling in some friends, Doctor
Clarence hastened home, amazed at what
he saw and heard. Curiosity led him
to open the bundle it contained two
letters directed to Ellen Legare and
Richard Claxton had thein ! But we
drop the curtain over Richard Claxton,
as the grave couceals his form.

We will transfer the scone once more
this to a parlor in Mr. Leager's house.

Night has already spread her sable cur-
tains around, and the room is lighted
by a single taper upon the mantle piece.
Mr. Legare is seated near the table, ga-
zing upon his daughter, EUen, who is
musing, with her cheek resting upon
her sylph-lik- e hand: Mrs. Legare is en-

gaged in sewing. A knack is heard.

anbefore Ellen couldconceal the ri-

sing emotions of her heart, she thought
this was the stranger, who, the pre- -

rl " M W I riiBmiarl hi r r f.nm n ,,- -

rave and the welcome was given
ner lather. In another moment. iiarry
II ugcr stood before them ! The.scene

hich presented self we will not at- -

mpt to depict. Without lilting his
hat., he said :

"It was myacMBtho saved Ellen, yes-
terday ; I may good night."

iselore the astonished family could
Jricpver from their amazement lic was

k,Jn au.oth.er. momcutIr. Clarence

T,lle rallffly ftjigu'
butTl was unnecessary. He showed by
his conversation that he was uot unac-
quainted with what had transpired. He
tarried until a late hcur, and before he
made revelations which amazed them
even more than Harry's appearance that
evening. He told them of the cause of
Harry's conduct toward Ellen of the
letters he had written and as evidence
produced them of Richard Claxton's
treachery and of Harry's ignorance of
anything, save Ellen's apparent treat-- ,
ment. The next evening witnessed a
happy scene at Mr. Legare's the union
of cords of Friendship and love, which
had been broken, and as Harry suppos-
ed, never again to be united. But may
we not look in upon Harry and Ellen,
as side by side they sit, happy again, in
each other's love? May we not listen
to their voice as again their vow is
plighted? Oh! may we, not read
each eye the joy as they are lit up with
the beams of love? No, we must not

there. And here we intend our
'

story shall end. But stop, says one, did
Harry move away? Ao. W ell, what
of Ellen? Nothinar more than there
was a wedding at Mr. Legare's and she
was the bride.

"Mother's Grave."
"How still it is." The wind frills up

the long summer grass, and rustles the
swaying willows under which I am
standing, just as softly as that other
breeze that wafts up the years that lie
in the shadow of the past, and stirs up
my heart, with the old memories it
brings with it.

Twelve years ago I sat just as I do
now. I am greatly changed, but all
around me is the same. The far off hills
with their blue misty-- tops, half wreath-
ed iu. ilia folds of white clouds the
green niedows with the country sun-
shine, flashing like sweet thoughts all
about them, and nearer the old grey-ston-

e

and the cool water splashing down
softly on the white pebbles. I remem-
ber all.

"Mother !"' I need not whisper the
name so low; for there is none to hear
me but the birds on the fops of the wil-
lows, and it will not disturb her slum-
ber. No. no, though I sit here with
one arm wrapped closely round the grave,
where the tears of manhood are drop-
ping thick and fast, as the tears of my
childhood dropped on her bosom; I
know she will not waken.

I remember it as though it had all
happened this morning how her cool
soft fingers used to drop like snow Hakes
on my hair, and her lips murmur sweet
blessings over me with every night fall.
Oh! I am a rich man now ! The dews
of night fall on my broad acres, and the
spray of the far Pacific washes the keels
of my proud ships : but 1 would give
many a goodly acre, many a treasure
that sleeps deep in the hold, to lie down
one night under the old garret rafter,
with that sweet seraph face bending o'er
me with its playful kiss, just as it used
to do.

Mother ! mother ! the dasies of a score
of summers have bloomed and fallen
above your grave, but your memory
slumbers deep and sacred in the heart
of your boy still. The memory of your
prayers and vour counsels have been
with him in the long way that his feet;
have trodden, and he has cause to thank
you for this now !

Look over the shining pastions, sain-
ted mother, and see me as I lie here,
with my cheeks pillowed in the moist
grass. Here only here, easting off all
my manhood, I can be a child again, for
the world will never know me as you'
have known me, dearest mother. .

We shall know each other up there,
where the snowy blossoms never

wither on the everlasting hills and the
autumn never braids its scarlet fringing
through the green eternal summe-.-
Sour boy wiH come to you, and from
that land which is far off, we shall go
no more out forever, mother.

ti4 An anecdote is related of a young
preacher at a city church, who had for
his text a verse from the parable of the
ten virgins, and in the course of his ser-
mon explained in old times it
was customary, when the bridegroom
and bride were coining, for ten virgins
to go out and meet them, and escort
them home, Jive of ticsu virgin being
males and five females!"

UsukRT ix the Rl-ra- l Districts.
Rural Money-lende- r "VTou want five
hundred dollars. Here's the money;
I charge five per cent, a month, and as
you want it for a year, that leaves just
forty dollirs coining to you."

Innocent Borower "Then, if I want-e- d

it for two years, there d be something
coming to you, eh ?"

Bfiiy Punch calls the poem "Nothinf
to Wear' an invention which inker mf
the ladies' dresges.

The Dark Side.
4Ia you hrd that Miss P.

to btg married
No, bvI am glad to hear it She

byfflras waited'Tohg enough."
"Mr, Leathc groat merchant has fail

ed
"Ah, indeed I I'll Lo bound he has

lost nothing by his failure. He knows
his own interests too well."

"HMN you rcd Mr. M's new work?
The presses are praising jflnaily.

"iNo wonder! lie sen volume to
all the editors, andhey nothing
else than deal out tneir p3ls."

fine
4te

"She owes all her beauty to her dress,
I assure you. I saw her one day and
she was yellow as an orange."

The natural eye must look at objects
just as they are presented, but the n e

eye is under no such necessity. It
possesses the wonderful faculty of tur-
ning things over and over just to suit
itself. How unwise, then, always to
turn up the dark side.

Some people run into this folly in re-
gard to things; others respecting events;
aud a more guilty class in regard to char-
acter and action. The last form of the
evil is the worst, and is frequently made
familiar by indulgence in others.

An individual first begins to scan the
objects around him, marking and mag-
nifying every little defect. If he pluck
a rose, he hardly notices its beauty or
fragrance, but is wondering roses should
have so many thorns." lie is regaled with delicious fruits,
instead of praising fheir flavor, he
cs they were not so full of stones and
seeds. Show him a tine building and
he looks on it on purpose to find some
thing wrong ol course he succeeds.

But woe to the individual who has
formed this evil habit of looking at
earth's pleasant things through the smo-
ky atmosphere of his own bad feelings!
It will be sure to lead to similar views
of every event, past or future.

The choicest blessings of life may, by
persons of querulous disposition, be con-

verted into calamities. When he looks
back, it is not to recall happy hours, or
dwell on the mournful pleasure which
joys departed should excite. His retro-
spective glance dwells only on the dark
passages, the weary fiath of his journey,
and lifts, with unholy hand, the veil of
oblivion which time has drawn over the
past.
. Those who are in the habit of throw-
ing other things in the shade, are very
apt to entertain the same dark views of
the character and actions of their fellow
men. They doubt the affections of their
friends; question the motive of every
action; they weigh every person and ev-

ery person is found wanting.
Alas lor the community, when it is

infested by such dark spirits ! There
will be tales of scandal, and broken
friendships, and ruined characters, and
shattered vows and broken hearts !

The habit of looking on the gloomy-sid- e

may not at fir.-:- t sight seem
but when we follow it out, and

see that it leads, almost certainly, to
jealousy, hatred aud detraction, we must
confess it is an evil tree which brin
forth such bitter fruits.

David Hume declared he would rath-
er possess a cheerful disposition, inclin-
ed to look on the bright side, than, with
8 gloomy mind, to be the master of an
estate with ten thousand a year. Aud
he was wise in his estimate. It would
bo better, because more conducive to
happiness.

There is no melancholy children, and
there need be no dark-soule- d men and
fretful women. We can be happy or at
least cheerful if we choose. Keep the
heart right, and the feelings will be
kind, equable and joyous.

fifaF A fellow was invited to a party-on- e

evening, where there was music,
both vocal and instrumental. On the
following morning, he met one of the
guests, who said. "Well, how did you
enjoy yourself last night? Were not
the quartetts excellent?" Well, really.
I cant sav, "for I didn't taste them ; but a

the pork chops were the finest I ever
ate!"

A lawyer, not over young nor
handsome, examining a voting lady
ncs? m court, determined to perplex her.
nd Mld : ?l St0" ",3" Vi ' 7"

a'"c verJ Proty- - J re
Promptly replied: would return the
compliment sir, if I were not on oa.h.

Exempted. Printers with nine chil-

dren are to be exempted from taxation
in the State of New Vork.

Vervsafe legislation that. We would
like to see the Printer who had anything
to tax. after feeding nine children.

A noble heart will disdain to
subsist, like a drone, upon the honey a
honey gathered by others' labors like
a leech, to filch its food out of the pub-
lic granary or like a shark, to prey on
the lesser fry ; but will, one way or oth-

er, earn hu subsistence.

tysjf- - :Jim, which can travel the quick-
est, heat or cold?" "Why, heat, to be
sure," replied Jim, "kaze you see, any-
body can catch cold." Jim is some.

Melancholy Siofit. A shoemaker
who has lost his all and breathed his

BiS" In courtship, three hard squecz
es aro a long way ahead of dozens of
soft words.

"Died of Thin Shoes."
rfe have seen it stated in an cphem-eral.-newspap- er

paragraph, that there U
an inscription on a tombstone in a New
Jersey grave yard, which runs thus, "

--. Hied of Thin Shoes," As do
nit put implicit confidence in th frutb
of all the paragraphs it is our privi-
lege to peruse, we arc willing to concede
that this may be so or not be so. It
makes no matter. "Died of thin shoes."
might be the honest and veracious epi-

taph on thousands of tombstones that
bear a widely different one. The beau
tiful and crowded cemeteries, particalar- -
iv. wiiich are to pe lound in vicma
JT1

of victims to thin shoes, lyingn their
cold unwaking sleep. Our town ladic ,

as every body understands are consider-
ably more careful about the cqstlines.
and elegance, than about the sense or
utility of their apparel. We meet thciu
on the public street, arrayed as sumptu-
ously and showily as if they were ou tha
floor of a brilliant ball-roo- or at a fash
ionable and gay assembly.

One feels an irresistible inclin i (ion
to stare at the bedizened creatures as
they sweep rustling by. It is vulgar
and rude to stare, but how is one to re-

strain one's self from having a peep at
the fine sights? But the dainty feet of
our dashing belles are especially sacri-
ficed on the altar, which---ilas- is reared
in almost every female heart that beats
in this latitude. The day may be ,

moist and rainy one. The pavement
may be covered with water or chequered
with puddles, or very damp indec-d- .

VTet, every little moderately minute, or
big foot whih is cunningly- - exposed-t-
the entranced vision of the pedestrians
of the other sex, will be enclosed in u.

delicate gaiter, or slipper, the sole of
which is from one sixteenth totiue tenth
of an inch in thickness ! In such flini-- y

shoes the worse than silly young women
tramp around.

"At all hours oi tne day,
And in all kinds of weather'

They go out to spend the evening,
whether at a parlor party or a public en-

tertainment, in gossamer pedal attire,
such as there would be some excuse for
wearing if they had to tread on nothing
but a dry and soft Brussels carpet, and
would be exposed to no-fitf- ul draughts
of variously tempered air. By-and--

a cold is contracted, which grows heav-
ier and more alarming as it is dallied
with and disregarded. Consumption,
with all its distresses and terrors follows,
and there is one more ebbing life, and one
more early grave fiiied by the victim of
thin shoes.

There is no fancy sketching about
this. It is a fact which a legion of the
sons of St. Crispin could attest that
American women and particularly our
young ladies, are constantly in the hab-
it of wearing shoes so light, as to be almost
instantaneously penetrated with water.- -

And we verily bolicve that these miser-
ably thin things are, in a great measure,
responsible for the fearful inroads, which
arc yearly made by that fell destroyer,
consumption, upon the ranks of the fem-

inine population of our great cities. --

Why can't our ladies imitate their sen-

sible English sisters, and wear stout,
substantial wholesome ; hoes, when they
leave the house, even at the risk of nev-

er hearing the smothered exclamation,
"Heaven ! what a foot !" nor the coin- -

mon place compliments of the ball-roo-

which are bestowsd upon the owners ol
screwed and pinched, but "tiny, trip
pmj led f IS'jslon Journal.

Symtoms of Old Maidism
a woman begins drinking

tea without sugar that's a symptom.
When a woman begins reading stories in
bed that's a symptom When she
sighs on hearing of a wedding tint's a
symptom. When ihe begins to tell how
many offers she has refused thas's a
symptom. When she begins to call men
deceitful creatures and says she wouldn't
have one for the world that's a decided
symptom. When she changes her shoes
every time she comes in after a walk
that's a symptom. When she must have

little dog trotting after her, and when
she says a servant girl has no business
to have a sweetheart that's a symptom.

When she begins to rub her lingers
over chairs and fables to see if they aro
dusty that's a symptom. When she
goes to bed with her stockings and flan-

nel nightcap on that's a symptom.
When she puts her fingers before her
mouth when talking, lest you might dis-

cover her f'als.- - teeth that's a symptom.
When she begins to talk of rheumatin
pains in the e'.bows and knees that's
an unfailing symptom. W slif be
gins to talk about the dangers of damp
foot and the necessity of excluding the
cold air that's a symptom

In short when she becomes a lean, crab
bed, snappish, ricketty concern, display-
ing ckeeks pursed up with wrinkles, and

form as spare as a hamper, instead of
rosy plumpness of youth, or the mellow
rotundity of matronal expansion she
may bo set down as a sure specimen, af
old maidism.

SrMen are frequently like tea the
real strength and goodness are not pro-

perly drawn until out until you have
been a short time in hot water.

A wag says of a certain congrc.
gation that they pray on their knees
Sundays, and prey on their neighbors,
ihs rest of the week.

feiy-Mo- re tender and more blessed is
often the brooding influence of the sa-cr- o

l dead than the words of tb; living,.


